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PEACE; OF MY BIRTH PLACE

Flying high In the sky

the winged clouds

defy the alluring ethereal kingdoms

and melt away

in the loving lap of mother-earth;

they signal to us the significance

of this solid planet,

whose magic clay moulds itself

into myriad lives*

Show me another world

where an ant and elephant

greet each other

in eternal  bond of love

where land and water

share common dreams

of creation,   recreation,

proliferation,  perpetuation

of flora,   fauna,  aura

of pain-pleasure game

of birth - death syndrome

in relentless gyration.

Where visible man in all humility

attributes Ws might to

invisible god,

where air recaptures the cosmic sound

in its anonymous fealty

to the Supreme Silence*

Spoil  not

the curvy beauties of the carved lives

the peace of man's birth place.

Let heavens smile

on the ambience of mother earth -

like the transient clouds

Man and God cling to her bosom

in. child-like mirth.